Now they are gone. O dove-white yews I
O sleep-still vale ! All silent lies
The calm savanna of the snows,
Beneath the blue of arctic skies I
Hulla ! Hullo ! Hulla-hoo !

THE   HUNTSMEN

Three jolly gentlemen,

In coats of red.
Rode their horses

Up to bed.

Three jolly gentlemen

Snored till morn,
Their horses champing

The golden com.

Three jolly gentlemen,

At break of day,
Came clitter-clatter down the stairs

And galloped away.

THE   SUPPER
A wolf he pricks with eyes of fire
Across the dark, frost-cms ted snows,
Seeking his prey,
He pads his way
V/here Jane benighted goes,
Wliere Jane benighted goes.
He curdles the bleak air with ire,
Ruffling his hoary raiment through,
And lo I he sees
Beneath the trees
Where Jane's light footprints go,
"Where Jane's light footprints go.
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